"A"                                                    INDIAN
so the story goes, and sent a telegram to Lady
Reading, saying that he had spent one of the
happiest hours of his life. I know not whether the
story be true, but it interests me to note how mixed a
reception the story has out here in this land of
jaundiced "he-men."
Anyway, of course, such delicacy must be easier
for a Viceroy; but Colonel C------is alleged to be one
of the best shots in India. He is, withal, a very
charming, accommodating and modest man.
The deep blue of the barrel of his gun gleamed in
the hot, damp light. I was "within a yard of him,
kneeling, too, and just in front of Mrs. C------.
Whether because of the suspense of the long
climb or the heat I could not say, but I felt oddly
giddy: this, however, was a fashionable day's
shikar with a Commissioner present, and we had
not long to wait.
A very considerable sum of money and much
time had been devoted to this day's entertainment.
Human resource and civil resources had been
commandeered, three elephants had brought us to
our hunting ground, probably more than a
hundred beaters beyond the ridge at the end of that
nullah had but awaited the signal to advance. Food,
drink, service, such details had not been neglected.
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